38              THE EARTH BEING TROUBLED

and silent dell amid the hills of the adjoining county where

his poetry came to its short season of noble blossoming:

The dell

Bathed by the mist is fresh and delicate
As vernal cornfield, or the unripe flax,
When, through its half-transparent stalks, at eve,
The level sunshine glimmers with green light.

It is to Ottery's honour that this masterly comprehensiveness
that makes one county all the world, in outward aspect and
inner spirit both, should have had its beginnings in her quiet
retreats. The enfolding sweep of his genius leads us to over-
look that Coleridge, in his instinctive and exact apprehension
of natural scenery, his awareness of the " inward murmur"
and of the detail (as in that green light of sunshine through
half-transparent stalks) may be numbered in the front rank of
Nature poets. But there are lines when the inspiration is im-
mediate from wistful memories of young dreams in Ottery,
"the spot where first I sprang to light35. In the verses to his
brother George his yearning mind turns back to "the dwell-
ing where his father dwelt", where were born "his wild
firstling lays". In those backward-looking visions the melan-
choly regrets for what the remorseless years had done to high
resolves were bathed in floods of amber light. The Otter
should, for Coleridge's sake and for another rich poet's, too,
be for all pilgrims a consecrated stream:

Dear native brook 1 like Peace, so placidly

Smoothing through fertile fields thy current meek!

Dear native brook! where first young Poesy

Stared wildly eager in her noon-tide dream.. . .

Dear native haunts!. . .

Dear to Fancy's eye your varied scene

Of wood, hill, dale, and sparkling brook between!

Yet sweet to Fancy's ear the warbled song,

That soars on Morning's wing your vales among.

Scenes of my Hope!

The eyes of the young dreamer must often have been lifted
to the overhanging hill of Rockbeare, from whose crown can